remains to the heart unhurt. Neither vexations nor calami-
ties abate our trust. No man ever stated his griefs as
lightly as he might. Allow for exaggeration in the most
patient and sorely ridden hack that was ever driven. For
it is only the finite that has wrought and suffered; the
infinite lies stretched in smiling repose. . . .

Not in nature but in man is all the beauty and worth
he sees. The world is very empty, and is indebted to this
gilding, exalting soul for all its pride. " Earth fills her lips
with splendours" not her own. The vale of Tempe, Tivoli,
and Rome are earth and water, rocks and sky. There are
as good earth and water in a thousand places, yet how
unafEecting!

EMERSON (from The Essays)

Within a cavern of man's trackless spirit

Is throned an Image, so intensely fair
That the adventurous thoughts that wander near it

Worship, and as they kneel, tremble and wear
The splendour of its presence, and the light

Penetrates their dreamlike frame
Till they become charged with the strength of
flame.

SHELLEY (fragment)

When contemplation raises itself from nature to soul,
and from this to intellect, the contemplations always
becoming more dose and familiar, and united with the
contemplating individuals, they become surely in intel-
lect one through essence, because in intellect essence is
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